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among the Solomon Islands, headed for Japan, India and the
Suez Canal, uncertain whether he could sell to-morrow's
story or meet next month's bills, Jack was now owner of two
hundred and forty acres of the most beautiful foothill country
in California. . . .

By September 18, 1908, the fun of playing the Amateur
M.D. was gone; his hands began to swell with dropsy; only
by the most painful effort could he close them. Then the
skin began to peel off, first one layer, then two, then five
and six layers. He was in constant agony. No one could
diagnose the strange disease he had contracted. A nervous
affliction seized his whole body; at frequent intervals he
became helpless, unable to stagger about the deck for fear
of being forced to clutch something with his hands. The
nervous disturbance began to affect his mind; his persecution
mania returned, there was a conspiracy against him, people
were trying to prevent him from completing his voyage
around the world.

Danger nor hardship had been able to deter him, expense
and ridicule had only whetted his determination. But illness
at last conquered him. Helpless with pain, he arranged for a
retired captain to watch over the Snark, then engaged passage
for himself, Charmian, Martin Johnson, and Nakata on the
S.S. Nakomba for Sydney.

The night before he was to sail he went alone aboard the
Snark. A full moon lighted the deck of the ship that had
grown under his own brain and his own hand. He loved
every part of her, even her weaknesses and faults, for they
too had been of his making. She was worth every dollar
he had poured into her, every ounce of energy he had ex-
pended in her behalf, all the abuse and ridicule he had borne
in her creation. At times she had been errant and self-willed,
at others weak and incompetent, but she had served him
well, she had been faithful to him, had carried him safely
over the thousands of miles of ocean at his bidding, had
brought him great happiness and heroic adventures, had pro-
vided his mind with rich and exotic scenes upon which his
memory might feed in leaner, duller days. Together they